Konkypc ot llikonbl nepesoga Bnagumupa
BbakaHoBa

LLikona nepesoga Brnaaummnpa bakaHoBa 3anycTtuna 42-oun
KOHKYPC XYAO0XXeCTBEHHOro nepesoja cpean HaudymHarwmx
nepeBoAYMKOB U BCeX xenawwux. na nepesoga o6bl4HO
npeasararTCcsa KOpPOoTKMEe OTPbIBKU U3 Npon3BeaeHUN
COBPEMEHHbIX aHI0A3bl4HbIX aBTOPOB.

MocnegHunin aeHb caavun pabot - 19 okTabpsa 2019 r. (o 24:00 no
MOCKOBCKOMY BpEMEHMU).

TeKCT Ha nepeBoA:

Gretchen: A Thriller by Shannon Kirk

Early dawn. [ wake up for a second to see we’re in the parking lot of some rest stop. I go back to
sleep. A couple of hours later, | wake up for good and move to the front passenger seat.

The Volvo’s analog clock reads ten in the morning. Bright-blue early June morning as we cross
the border out of Massachusetts to be welcomed by a big green sign with the word sienvenue and the
state’s motto, LIVE FREE OR DIE. Our eleventh state is New Hampshire.

Live free or die. Are we free? Am | free? Running like this all the time. Worrying always about
when the pattern will begin again.

“Welcome,” Mom says, catching me mouthing the words. “Bienvenue is French for ‘welcome.””

“Kind of figured from the context, Mom,” I say, and shoot her a corner-of-my-lip smile. I’m not
being smug. I’m trying to show I accept, and am willing to agree, that all is normal and regular as usual—
so much so, we can do a happy-times teasing banter. I turn to check on Allen in his cat cage, where he’s
chilling on the catnip | overfed him to calm his car nerves.

Mom rolls her eyes. “Whatever, smarty-pants.” She shoots me a thoughtful smile, taking quick
glances ahead as she steers straight on this endless highway. The fact she’s smiling and going along with
the teasing banter means she’s not going to raise, this morning, how I’m to blame for this latest run.
Relieved we’re not fighting this minute, I loosen the tension in my shoulders. But I must be cautious,
can’t be the one to raise the topic, even if I want to apologize. My apologizing would only lead to a fight.
Mom’s lesson: never return to the scene of a crime.

The sides of the road are in high green, all sorts of thick shades, from lime to deep forest green, in
the birch saplings, tall pines, leafy oaks, and fat maples. The world outside this brown Volvo is green and
happy and blue and full.

“Baby, this life . . . just till you’re eighteen, okay? When I know for sure they can’t take you
again. Another country away from me. God, no. Your father’s family, they’d never let you leave, and the

way they treat women, they have no rights. None. Women are trash. [ can’t. ..”

“Mom, I know. I know. We’ve been over it a literal million times.” I decide to take a chance.
“Sorry for not wearing my sunglasses. Sorry for engaging that man.”

She stares at the road ahead, brings a hand to her lips, which she sucks in, I’'m guessing as a way



to stem her own words—caustic or loving, I’m not sure. Her forehead accordions in a crinkle as she side-
sweeps another look at me, checking that I am looking back, and I am. She’s got her serious face on.
“Lucy, I’'m sorry about this life.” She winces and soon looks to the road again. I’ve noticed how ever
since | started my period a few months ago, and since my body and face have been changing more and
more, she winces more and more. Sometimes, and maybe this is all in my mind, but lately it feels like the
sight of me hurts her, so she looks at me less and less. Or so it seems.

“Mom, really. I get it.” Because it’s true, I get it. My father is a powerful man with centuries-old
connections to royalty in some other country (Mom won’t say which one because she doesn’t want me
googling and freaking myself out). She won’t say his last name, because his last name, she says, would
quickly identify his country, his very specific nationality. He’s from a place in which she says mothers
have zero legal right to take back their own babies. He’d already tried to abscond with me once before,
but Mom had a plan, and Mom had her own connections. | was two years old when she stole me back and
we ran. And now this life with two new names and constantly new states. We always use the same 1Ds
and variations of the formal names on those IDs, since | need to be able to cleanly transfer into new
schools, and frankly, Mom says, the first fake IDs were hard enough to get.

Cucrema cypeincrBa

MpeaBapuTenbHbIK 3Tan: B Te4yeHue Heaenn ydacTHUKK LLKonbl npoBoasaT
npeaBapuTesibHbin 0TOOP AecAaTU nydlwnx paboT U nepenaroT UX Ha
3aBepLiatoLmi atan.

«HapoaHoe» ronocoBaHue: Kak To/bKO rnpmeM paboT 3akaH4MBaeTCs, BCe
npuUcnaHHble NepeBoabl OTKPbLIBAOTCS A1 obcyxxaeHnsa Ha popyMe. Bee
Xenawuime B Te4eHmne Heagenm MoryT ronocoBaTbh 3a 1to60n NOHpPaBUBLLNIACS
nepesoa. lNepeBoa, KOTOpbIN Nony4mn 6onblue BCeEro ronocos, byaer
npeacTaBfieH BHUMaAHUIO CYyAbU, AaXe eC/n He Bolen B AECATKY.
3asepuwiaowin 3tan: Bnagummup bakaHoB BblibupaeT U3 gecatn (Mnu
oAMHHaauaTn) paboT 04HOro MM HECKONbKMX nobeautenen.

Tpe6oBaHUA K KOHKYPCHOMY nepeBoay

1. OTcyTcTBME CMbICNOBbLIX "nsanoB"

2. 'pamoTHOCTb (cobntogeHne npaBun opdorpadum, NyHKTyauUum,
COYEeTaeMoCTH C/I0B; MUHUMYM "peaakKTopCKnx orpexos")

. ECTecTBEHHOCTb CMHTAKCMYECKNX KOHCTPYKUUN (0CObeHHO B Ananorax)

. Kak MoxHo 6onee TouHasa nepegaya CTuia OTpbIBKaA

. TwaTtenbHada npopaboTka peanun (cobnogeHne Tpaanumm HanmcaHus;
CHOCKW No HeobXxoaAMMOCTM; agantaums Nno Heob6xoaMMOCTH;
npasuibHoe ynotpebneHne TepMUHOB)

6. PutMm, 61aro3By4YHOCTb TEKCTa

u bW

CoBeTbl KOHKYpCaHTaM

YT06bI 60M1€ee UeTKO NpeacTaBnsaTb cebe 3HaueHne Bcex TpeboBaHUm K
KOHKYPCHOMY MnepeBoay, nepes TeM, Kak B34TbCS 3a OTPbIBOK, 06s3aTenbHO
npoynTaunTe:

1. Pa3bopbl nepeBoaoB C Npeablaywmx KOHKYpcoB (TeMa
dopyma "Pas3bopbl npoLwbix nonetos")


http://www.bakanov.org/forum/viewtopic.php?t=863

2. Pasgen "HaunHarowmm" U, HakoHeL, MHOIro NOME3HOro MOXHO Y3HaTb,
ecnn npocTto nobpoantb No dpopymy (nonbymtech "lMyTeBoanTeneM rno
nepesoa4vyecknm npobnemam") n nountaTtb pasaen camta "Cratbun".

YuyacTe B KOHKYPC — 3TO CBOEro pojila 3K3aMeH, KBaM(PUKaALUMOHHbINA TeCT
ANS NepeBoaYMKoB!


http://www.bakanov.org/beginners/
http://www.bakanov.org/forum/viewtopic.php?t=850
http://www.bakanov.org/forum/viewtopic.php?t=850
http://www.bakanov.org/articles/

